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A MAKER OF MEN. 
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Scrara—A li«Z« tOtingf-room in a maU home in a far-away 
street in W€9t Bampstead. Jt is evening ; the lamps are M 
* and the curtains draton. The furniture is very simple, iU 
most prominent featwre being a cottage piano, which fiUsf 
comer ; hut werything in it, from the chaii^ upuxirds, %s 
gbodofits hind, oarefuUy chosen, and Uends harrwmumdy 
vjiih its neighbour. The books on the shelves, the waUpaper, 
on which hang good photographs of Bembrandt, daVin<^ 
and Velasquez, me flotoers on the table and m^intelpiece, the 
few bits of old chitia, brass and peivter, combine to invest the 
UtOe room wiih a pleasant atinosphere of refinem^it and 

CcTTHBBRT Fabringdok and Editb, his wife, are iis only 
occupants. He is a man of forty-two^ of medium 
height,' with an eager intdUctuod face. Edith is ten 
years younger, a deep-cheated wom^n, wiih a magnifi- 
unt figure. Her face is strikingly handsome ; the large 
grey eyes are sunk rather deep, a^hd the extraordinary 
long lashes almost throw a veU across them. Her dress^ 
cut a little low at the neck, and with sleeves bare to the 
elbow, is exceedingly. Mmple, bu>t of excellent taste and 
design. Edith is setoing, sealed m an arm chair by the 
table, 0. ; Outhbbrt, up jl, o., crosses to L., paces the 
room nervoudy. 

Cuth. Only nine! (nwves to L.) How the minuter 
crawl! It seems hours since dinner, (sits l. of table.) 
Surely the post is late to-night ? (goes up into window l.c.) 

EiiiTH. (is sitting c.) No, dear, the hpur's just striking, 
A quarter-past is the usual time. Are you sure youll 
hear, to-day? 

Cuth. Maxwell promised — and he's a man of his word. 
{up L.C.) "As soon as the directors rise," he said, "Tli 
pencil you a note." A good fellow. Maxwell; he'll do 
what he can for me, I know. 

Edit^. Well, in about ten minutes 

. Cuth. Tes ; we shall know our fate, (comet to back 9f 
prm-<hair g.^ Oh, this meana such a lot to met 
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Edith, (gently) Cathbert — — 

CuTH. (comei c.) You think me too ikngiiine, of eovno, 
■nd ftU thftt. But everj man in the office i« certain thmt 
I shall be chosen. Maxwell himself told me that thsis 
wasn't muchT^aaktj •Ab4> zsmwnber, ,thi* ia the lait 
branch the i}«tik*4iU^l>^n,t<«r^M*i. fthe^r'Tt been 

Soing ahead too fast as it_u, ^t's my last chance, (to 
er g.) -But. what. a chance! Here am I, at forty-two, 



^, 



__ tfi'haTe'Mi hntldnid,- M^ aii7>WniKrnUA(>tnMH*lHk*. 
Aiid Itfth a'hbdkei "^Bae, yoin']l-h!r»B •it.<'{§tlMnyf*i tn m in 

*.ED(T*.'W*'»B"been'rtrf\h«(ppj' iMnm. 

' &Otb.' Oh, yes,' hut' poOr-^t m ai Hg t y pmr. -ffWM<4Hd 

to w^gh-eT«t7 penny. 'New-we ■hlftU bff ltMe^»4o^ff*fd a 
Mini in th«'thefttre'vnlMHn''a>r*^'-'da4M-u«>>tiMe*«oMei 
«t-K reMttirratit. We'Te 4»e«i-'Mmi'^«i«e, •o'<lu! 'iHtfcit 
' M«ttni 'aifbther''iU«ri>rii!it"far'yQii;«lJd.'4eta>4*ni%«ty. "Wi, 
I tSIl yaa,"<rJ3ewiit(^ay>I'>i«Bk'<CM*di«)g awMfaiiife. 'Til 
■ay, like Malvolio, " Jots, I thank thee ! " (to iniwitHwwp 
X.C.) Isn't it straage that, postman doesn't comet 

>m'rm."D«i('«be>>o'M«»tM,"dMMkt. ^HT.ilMMai*msy 
!Hrt«'fcirgett«i. 

■■'CftTH.'He never fWgMi ; "!ie'a'!Wio"«o4l'«f<1l*«Btnality 
iMdorder. Wi, no^'be has wMten. Tb^4iA1«ys<it>tte post- 
DMH'i-'bag. KesvM, to'tl^k'^fiit! ■'(eo#U->dk«n*L. and 
1thit'Tntptr''rlff 'c' lOUe) 'rU*t«Jiteihfct 'DrdJ*.rf«»anch a 
•nectts; Ican-tMl'TOu. Tve'gfct'thff'Matt to'TBe. 

-Ete^.'- Don't biiild rtn-'iKodiButh,'d«ii'l3otM*R. Ton 
Atrt't^knowwhat'the aitectftn'tnaydo. 

'CiJtH. {»IK»t(f'i. b/'J'«*ie ■c.)''They'«My'prtrt?tte over, 
6f 'orane/ «dt I -d<M't''lhMk.1t>'43Kty. >flietfe'r«Aly one 
other man in the running— Pegwrfl. -'^t«mU»^ And 
F^vrell's n>y junior by three years. He's a.Miart ch«p, 
bit he's my junior, -And'the ditect<Jts ire-vdir consfer- 
TAtire. It's pretty long odds on, me. Oh 'If 'it.ddestft 
emne off— if it doesn't— yoift ie liStaid, - laio. frim, 
demn l.) 'Til bearSf Itke V"*"- 

' EttTH.Tm-sBreM that; 'Cat Wftrt. 
pUTH. (to L. of Edict back of tabU,'iitUitg On^'fiVe) 
Plainly' don't care for HTysrff ; it's fdr ybu' that'I^«it it— 
for you. We've been Married nine. years—arfd a pofinilne 
you've' had tf It! 'Ton, the prettiest of'the'thiea'list«»— 
and see how the others have married ! 
Edjth. .(miiijifl) Do. you' think I-amdiseatfiB^d! 

■'VrtVE.'fu titlmg on 'Edith's l.) "Ah, with yonr tniid- 
of -all-work, ' tnd' ttui tlf tM 'cViltmn ap^ ~jotit buda'Utc 



whbT« t)f^1ll^'d#fv« 7«»*inot*4X){ie»i«adtotaah faM0« wMied 
—oh. never mind that nowf* li'novtr— T kno!%t!|i4t it's 
over "I Six4ili«i*M a year; a»A4iJionjMi,.^+Jb^t*s,eq|i^Ao 
se^efiF-Miwiied aiAtJ twenty. Aj^.tht^re aT'^ "big oppo??- 
tunities; as the bank prospers tl^ev manager, pfospera 
with it. (t'aHmf^vmik(;a9d-pfU(ikmhi^ /» wl Ah,. E^ie, 

no morw^iltingunp lateuia tWniiht #ewi];ig^,aj;^ da^c^ingy 
Mid Imviii^ita tsmm yoor own dr<$f«084 
Bditku Tkiil^aiotfaJilirfbUttil jai^iidQea r^y^l^ui ^^m)^.i 

CuTH. (embracing her) You! If th^&re anything^ypiji* 
dp badl^? That dress y«IHthM#gOlijit%nij^t^Wrn>y 

Edith. I putoitoom i#l/ywi\tl>i| beinfeA^ sp^ cial^ocqi^r; 
•ion, forgood'orfoiiWLi T*itfs/ail\ii|g^thfrys#c^swe^tAb6ttt 
y^pov; y»a fn«tida wlM^ioa^ hji^jon^.Mo^rJXiABit wouldn't. 

ObvH.* Jioakanaftji pporr4li»n|^, h^v^il't^wiv^s like miaQ«* 
BiuikttT lIlMft'a/tlMii^stiMil'sfkliiAqti^n^xJi. tq. 

^»ii^gUko Lix?i)i ... .. Ci»timu4 Bim^ty^s4i,nke,,YmXxiig, 
Um^p DtoMwv ^pmgi3}dmii^Miw^i o^,th^ doorsl^PiaAdlgossii^ ? 
. . . Htnawhaiifetnwa, *h©rfi. hk^Js^. (yoe»,t<? ,doariiy^ <urf: 
nttkn^40k*c4) IHhiol thftj^iA'^b^ing it i»>,. 

Edith, (rmnf^ and gi^vl^:M^C)!w^^^w.,,o,f>,t^rof|^^ 

Cdth. (disengaging himsdf gently) All right ! ' Dbn!t i)§f 

iAtM,d^9J£ IiJthJ|i:nfiw»>U*b|wl I<«hfBN8t^-it. 

. .> .-. SilxdowBi^ Why^dpean't tJbu^trgJLd /bring 

tkMettenl i{ip99ii^ifdow^Lf) iOauft tsbiB ;t^ar thi^r^^llilrpip ji^ 
WMicliod hovidiSttalt Akk, tlitis^^.she (^e^n^i^ l^tt . , .^ . 
SiliVtaktti|iliout.v Aiil (<Vfn#MC!^'. AtJGi[kpck)r,0;^ein\, 

J^i^tWh^littte^yL^iD enters, JL., tpifih a letter on a sakkn^ 
wl^ich $hhrgi9fes tO (yarjSBZRr;vMt<Uee^i$^^md'bdl(Uue9 
aCf^vtri^ ii^Jiis hkndg. Me ^tlms to EDItH. 

BCIid; (Hf^-'ii.c^.) Ohf it ywb pleaao/ m}n»*ir*-n.. 
"Eprm. ,(pfa|aMin%)(iN^ n«w, Maigfk/ Tofinpviww^ 

2%e Maid ^oes l. CuTHBS](^,iCf^rifc| ^ Eii^TS and gfitief 
her the letter, 

0|tIW(»Xf-XBC«re,,ypV.opfe^it?; EQfd, Ourid1;d*8.iil-there, 

tf^e ;^ 3^ ghafi4>e9 at U amd^iet* her head jfaUi>. 

CuTH. (o., drope qf perspiration fdUiiig downn^^kitk^fsi^si 
Eai44> 
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8k€ hM$ (mi her hand to him; h€ tUidei iotpardi her .. 
Uu^ the letter,' and reads it* 

CuTH. (c, hoarsely) Regrets. • • Pegwell. • . ^ 
All. . . . Oh^ all right. I might haTe known. 

[ihrov39 letter into fire,) 

Edith, (rising, with outstrttehsd arms) Outhfoert t 

CuTH.« (impatiently f moving away) All right.. • • •; 
(crosses l.) Fm all right. • • . It^s frightfallj hot in. 
here, isnH it? Do you mind if I open the window? (he 
fiings the sash open and stands tnere, his back turned, 
to Mr.) 

ilniTH. (c.) Yon'U catch cold. . 

UuTH. (closing the imndow ioith a bang, andeoming down L.) i 
Pegwell! Of course! I might have kno^l 
/Edith, (sit c.) Has he any influence? 

CuTH. (sitting l. of c. taUe) Perhaps. It may be. Mj; 
lock! My cursed luck! It was my last chance. * Here' 
am ly with three hundred a year, rising twenty poundsr 
annuaUy till it reaches four hundred and fifty. Dight 
years — I shall be fifty then. And at sixty they pension me; 
off ; and we spend the rest of our days in some wretched 
little country cottage. That's our future, (rising} Vtxk' 
done — ^finished: (crosses n,c, to stool.) ^ 

Edith, (rises; goes to him, C^ently) You' said yoa'd be^ 
braye. 

GuTH. (sitting on stocl B.a) One man after the.other^ 
has passed me, and I started pretty well, too. A clerk 
in a bank, of course ; but there were oppibrtunities. NoW 
Pm shunted— stuck in a siding for the ' rest of my life. 
Edie, yo'uVe married an ass, and that's the |dAin> troth 
of it. . 

Edith.' (hneeUng by him) We know better, you and I. 

CuTH. Pm a failure, a rank, rotten failure^ Oh, yes, 
I am ; I know it, and you know it. We used to think — I 
did, at least — ^that I was no end of a clever fellow. I had 
my theories; my ideas — I was going to write a book on 
banking that was to astonish the world. My dear, tHat 
book will never be written. ' 

Edith. Oh, yes, it will. 

Ctttm. Never. There's piles and piles of MS. shut up 
in that drawer ; and you, poor darling, have listened to 
the 4ull stuff over and over again. But there's nothing 
In it. Pm like ail dhUl men— I've a glimmer of an idea, 
but when I try to express it it eluoes me. That's the 
truth. I fancied myself abcrve the average ; the fact is, 
Pm below it. 

Sdith. (sitting hack on floor and puUing him down) I'm 
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ft0 tool ; Fve a ieailj clear intellect and a fairly sound 

tdgment. I believe in jovl; I belieye in your opok; I 
lieve in your future. 

CuTH. My future ! Ah, Edie, it isn't really fayouritism 
that, has put these other men aboye me, men who are my 
juniors. It's because they were better men than I. I've 
known it in my heart a long time. And I'll tell you 
something else, that 1*y% been ashamed to tell you before. 
I had a great chance, three years ago. Never mind how, 
it would take a long time to tell, and it's an intricate 
matter; but one of our biggest dients was swindling us, 
and I might have found it out. I didn't. No one could 
blame me, of course. I had done all my routine work well 
enough; But there it was. 

Edith. Did anyone else discover it ? 

CuTH. No, but I might have. It's like the bom whist- 
player, who divines what his partner holds. The bank 
was let in for a hundred thous^^d. And the maddenins 
thing is, that I had a vague suspicion. But I just lacked 
the something — in point of fact, the brain. No one 
could blame me, everything was right as far as I was con- 
cerned, but Fortune had knocked at my door and I 
wouldn't open. The directors said nothing, of course. 
What could they say? Bu^i that's why I've been passed 
over, and am passed over to-day. I hoped they'd 
forgotten ; they haven't. There ! I've got it off my chest. 
I shall be a wretched bank clerk for the rest of my days. 
Fve made a hash of my life — and, what's worse, of yours. 
(itims to her.) 

EniTH. Qong pause) Finished ? 

CuTH. (ii sitting on stool b.c. ^ smiles) Yes, Fve said my 
say. Now you know all about it. Now you see what sort 
of man you've had the bad luck to marry. 

Edith, (is kneeling on his left, Oently ; comedy) I'm 
afraid Fm not as sorry for myself as I should be. 

CuTH. (holding her hands) Ah, of course, you won't 
admit it. But when I look at you now, why, with all the 
hard work, and slaving, and the three children, (taking 
her face) you're as pretty to-day as you were when I 
married you. 

Edith. You dear! 

CuTH. You manage to dress on tuppence a year, and 
look as though you were turned out in Bond-street ; you're 
a splendid musician ; you find time to read and to think 
of what you read ; in fact, you a remarkable >^oman, and 
you deserved to marry a man who was wprtliy of yoo* 

Edith. Like Tom 7 
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Jke» hii«bMid4ia» tdn^thouvaadta^yeafrl 

Edith. A house in Park Lane, a-tyaok», aviQoi«nea|V^ 
oiMiia most shocking^ tenfiper^ 

ODTVi That's all very well.* Mie,. ESie^ yoa m^ast^mr^^ 
•aid these things te yeni^self ^tn«ny «4iAi»l 

EiMTS.' Every day after luneh. 

OCTB'. (t*i*5 and ^o io fi/replaee) YdtiVe-neTjpg^nrti fmttgtfd j,^ 
of 'Course, or complained ; it*s v.not your wayi But . thkV« , 
what -galls me. (Iihth ri$e8 ond. «<anrf<ya.t!.)*^T!i9re w^is* 
the golden chanee.- I 'let it go by, Fpol ! ' Fbpl J < Afi4 * 
yoi) my poor ' darling; denied, eyeiy^ luxury;/ eTety/trifl*; 
thht sweetens li$s4 

Edith. You needn't; be sorry, f<^ 'me; 

CuTH. For .whom elSe?^ 2^ aU'right. I'gc^'occtin ttp^ 
morning, come-fokck^'at night; (taking A^ hdnd^y^BLnd thert^ 
you are, waiting -fcir^me, always the.sam^; altirays w^th" 
a Smile on-ypur lips. ' But how mto yo^ p^s^ed 'tkh day f * : 
The little dinner's - re^dy^ as dAin;ty a ditiner as a mail, 
could' desire, but whb h^. cooklsd ^it? ' Y6'u. What ' h^^e 
you-^ene during those Ipng and. tedious hb^rsf' Yon have; 
bewi' witfr thb childi^n/ all the thxie with' the cbijbiiien^ 
You "have bten.. teaching, dusting^ dstrning, se^ipg, mei;id-^ 
ing. On whom . does . thfe ;bUrden ' of ou» wretched "^verly ; 
faU>? . Nbt ton me. Ony<?u. 

I^FFR. Ybu need 'not bjo -soipnf for,me,, deaT*Gathl?^r|.' 
(going to iabk and^f^ifig up work,) 

Otywi.tAli/ btrtT'I^amJ When I'think'^of'^pfurrSiJte^f, 
the lives they lead! When I ^e^ othi^.men g^tti;]^^g'\)jx;i% 
the world ! And I::-wh|^t have I done ? Nothuig ! 

Edith, (^s-ct ; pause,, an4 going t(^ him EtC.) ;i^'u thkrf ^ 
made ^a -woman- Idve you. 

CuTH. (to her c.) Oh, and Fm grateful? If I hj^dft''^ 
that ! But I've a terrible f^ar at times that th)ere m\i»i^ b^, 
something- of pity in .that love, Edie^ (a sttp^ ato^y jt^Q^X ' 
something almost of contempt. 

Edith* duthbert! pity, contempt! If l;hkd*i^t-,tte*. 
deepest respect and admiration fdT.you (catdiingJii0.jaitgnX^ 
there- could ^ be no love. Y6u mustii't say such^thl^^^j, 
you mustn't think them, not for an in^tanlf. My Ii(e4^ 
the same as millions of women ; but most , hi^bAp44 
are satisfied, and say th)eit'is>ll a woman is i&t fdT%,{sfd^^ 
and change) You have shared every burden of miftft, a^ 
far-As a man could share it, and therefore it has b^ea^np } 
bnvde^ but only a labour of love. You have giifen^me lall; 
that a-^nan^can give to^hit'wife except- luxuiiy^ a|i4 t(t|kt.I " 
don't need* 



•0DTff.^/{fofm7 ffo fif^fiUtu> E^)-Putrit m83^foa •»iiffl,i my 
. poor .ohildy it's drudgery all the ^ safette, r monotonoHiB, 
^ meessant t ebr^dg^y. And why a1uui14 > you ^W « fdro^ge — 
^ Yoa ? ^W4||yr4hottl4 yeo^luwrc^ 4a heaA Ali^tke- labour of 4ke 
' lioase ? 

l^iTR,\inse,>1^p 43,' pufd ^d&wly^down,L,r<md to <k) Ah, 

the dear little house ! I4o6k' al^r U| yef ;-.ii*s jnyt t^y, 9y 
.pll^yUiiBg. '>6ov^Mieh of it is • the ^work ^f my hands 
r •and ynnrs ! ^ idovffi) - Theae ^ isn't fa ! pretty ' -thijig '^ in tt 

that dops. net stand > for rharoy walks -ai tha evening, -When 

we pondered and' hesitated could we a^ord^ to bfiy it, 0r 
f no. ^«tB. '0n hU u)rThis walLpsper rthat^'we^put-np onr- 

lelTes, the4>Qokoa6e, the braeketa you ea]«ved> the enrtai&f 

rtnade-*roh/ Guthbeort, this houBe.is-sorintimately of op, 
I so. truly our' home, that I should 'have been aoriry'ito 

leave it! We came. here together after our honejoneoi^ ; 

w^ have lived in it ever since,. and I thoa'^t.weiiad'bolh 

been happy 

OuxH. SecaiiAe. of yon/ always yoo ! :» Yoazrmaniegeini&nty 
^your^pint^ii^gr'and-soTaping^ of-^ktchLrsee nothli^g ! J«et 

tMhk (sittin(f'9n, stool sl,,' bach io.-aiM{fsn^)^whatryoa n^f^t 
* have done with the extra money ! 

^DiTH. It would have been pleasant, of coursq; 4mt, 
filter all, are we so badly od? We live comfortably,. ^ve 

put a little by every year, we give our mite to^the^peioff. 

(min^) Ciithbert, you have hurt me to-night. 
GvTH,(anxiouuy, MiHing hack to atic^Mnce): Edie ! 
Edith. Yes, ,you have ^ hurt ^ me. (sitii/t^g ;* CxjvoBWSa 

embraces her) Why depreciate yourself ? That^ weunds me. 

What if r you. do lack -the faculty ^some ixren possess 
;of mitkiaga great deal ef money? Is ^meney evefy- 
rthii^g? And shall -you hang .-your 'head, oall yoors^ 
ralsulure, because this appointment has goner to another 

min? 
CuTR. I was his senior, you see. < I had> » claim. 
'Edith. And then? .It^s for^^ie-^ou- arerjsoi^, yeur'tay. 
^Do you thinki eare? (Leanings -on his R,'th0ulder) Wh^ 
^WO; play o^V duatt toother, wh^n we <ildk t>f Ithe 

hooks we have^ read, don'tyon .thinkl valfte ^thfti^ mfffre 
fthan il you made millionsy^Amiwhentyou came home oould 
,speak of . noliung but - stents - and '.^lares ? Oh, ,ibe rJM 
*ambfttioua as you like — and you have thefpower,. you caii 

do iar more ^than yon 4^imk---but> within these four^waUsy 
.in our home,, you, husband and lather, have-«ohieved'a 

great deal, /a very .'great deal. ^Aiul -^you mmstn't-thulk 

othero^sew ^I^tPtUrfiut endure it. 
.(;u«s«.£diel 
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Edith. No I will not. (risirig) Ak, T know Hilda 
shakes her head, and talks of poor Edie ! I^^evtt have 
"ft good time/' she says, (jnt c.) A good time! Dp I 
want to inyite smart yonng men to tea, cb .that dreary 
daily round of the park, and talk scandal wiUi other 
women ? Do I yearn to play bridge and golf f • . . 
Don't be sorry for me, Cuthbert. 

CuTH. (io L. of chair c. ; sitting on iahU, Itaning over 
L. of Edie) Oh, Hilda's not so far oat. Tonr life is all 
work, work, work, horn morning till night. And what can 
I do for you ? 

Edith. Nothing but love me. (CuTRBEKt takes her hands) 
We love each other, you and I. We are not like some 
husbands and wives, who think a holiday no holiday unless 
they spend it apart. FTedon't want to flirt with other men 
and women, {pause) Tou don't see my wrinkles; you 
don't notice that my complexion has faded. 

CuTH. It hasn't! 

Edith. You seef Your love throws a kind of 
glamour around me. (Ctjthbert embraces her) Nothing in 
this world gives a woman more happiness than that. You 
are not only my husband, you are my lover. I look forward 
to your coming home, night after night, as eagerly as in 
' the first days. You give me the same little attentions and 
oourtesies as when we were engaged. I try to dress 
prettily to please you : I make my own dresses, and the 
work is pleasant, because it is done for you. We love 
' each other, and in this great foolish world that is the one 
thing that counts. Is it not? 

CuTH. Yes, yes, my darling, yes ! (comes to l. of table 
and sits) But, still, you can't think how glad I should 
have been to be able to relieve you a little. To give you 
ft little more leisure ! Have a nurse, so that at least yoa 
might be spared the children about you all day, 

Edith. The children! 

CxTTH. The appalling weariness of it! From morning 
iill night ! Ah, you've said nothing of them ! 

Edith. No, I have said nothing of the children, your 
ehildren and mine, the children you gave me, our three 
sons. ... I spend the whole day with them, yes, and 
day after day. I've no nurse, and desire none. . . • 
Some women may consider this drudgery. Let them! 

! rising) I am your children's nurse, I am their mother. 
turn avjay from him ar^ picture it) When they came into 
the world they lay on my breast and I fed them. They 
are mine, all mine (turn to him) and yours ; no one came 
between us. And fti then I nourished their body, ao do i 
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a9i^.fb<ed their heart and brain on all that ii best in ma. 
• • . I giTe what I have. • . • I teach them, they teach 
me more. • • • I watch their tender minds throw out 
•hoota day after day. I waich them expand, develop. 
. • • They need me-*-I'm there, I give. • • . These three 
SOBS of oars, yoors and mine, shall, God willing, grow 
into fine, noble men ; and shaU I not have done my very 
good part f Am I to be pitied, do yon think, I, who (up) 
make men! («p.) 

CvTB. (wond^rin^y) Edie! 

Edith, (raising htm and taking Kim c.) I, with my 
kasband and children, with my rich fall life ! (away from 
ktii iB.c .) I, the hapjpiest woman on earth ! 

Cum. (throwing m$ mrmf round her and g<>ing to kery'Kdde^ 
Xdie! 

Edith, (jpiaeing her hands on his shoulders) The happiest 
woman on earth! Are voa not the real hasbana, the 
loT#r, the ome man who has made my heart beat? Is 

tonr kiss not as sweet to me to>day as it wm in oar 
oneymoon f I loved yoa before our children were bom — 
kow mach more do I love yoa now, in them (pause) and 
tkroagh themf (ehanne) Cathbert! Cathbert! Let as 
nerer speak of these things again. They are too sacred. 
Ton were «nhappj; I have let yoa look into my soaL 
And, oh, my dear one, let as be content with this great 

ty of oars, and ask nothing more, (pause) lest what we 
ive be taken ; and nothing the world has to offer coald 
atone for what we have, we two— our children, oar great 
and wnndsrfal: lof«. • • a 

For a moment they stand face to faes^ locking into each 
ether^s eyes; then Cutbbxbx kisses her almost resereMy 
emihsl^ 

$kom CumtASM, cm Labt Wona^ 
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